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80NGS,  &c. 


ACT   I. 


AIR,  Jlltamore — (Mr.  Perkins),  and  Cuoausi. 

Quick  !   beneath  the  crushing  power 
Of  our  monarches  dread  command 

Shall  our  victim  lowly  cower, 
Vanquished  by  this  warrior  hand. 

Quick  !  to  ambush,  faithful  band — 
Clio.     We  obey  the  awful  power 

Of  our  monarches  dread  command. 


DUET,  j^stasia  and  Tarrare — (Miss   Hamilton 
and  Mr.  Sapio),  and  Chorus. 

Asl.         Ev'ning,  now  softly  closing, 

Spreads  her  dark  veil  around  ; 
Nature  is  all  reposing, 
Flowers  their  sweets  disclosing, 
Hush'd  ev'ry  whispering  sound. 

Ta7\         Tones  such  as  angels  only 

Breathe  to  each  listening  sphere 
Break  on  the  stillness  lonely, 
In  strains  to  me  so  dear. 
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Both,   Oh!  how  calm,  how  blest  a  feeling, 
Through  the  bosom  gently  stealing, 

Hearts  like  ours  united  prove. 
To  our  souls  the  truth  revealing. 
That  the  peace  of  hearts  is  love. 
Cho.     Ah ! 

Reck.  Tar,     Ha  !  whence  those  cries  ? 
Cho.     Tarrare !  Tarrare  ! 
Recit,  Tar.     See,  see,  destroying  flames. 
In  wreathing  spires, 
Now  curl  around  me  ! 
What  dread  sight  of  horror  now  strikes  upon  my  soul ! 
A$t,     Oh  !  leave  me  not,  my  life,  my  lord  ! 
Cho.    Ah,  Tarrare!  Tarrare! 
Tar.     All,  all,  is  then  destroyed  ; 
Behold  the  fierce  consuming  flame  has  levelled  all  ! 
But  where's  my  loved  Astasia  ? 
Astasia,  where  art  thou  ? 
Oh,  horror!  in  the  miscreant's  power! 
Despair  now  wrings  my  heart. 
The  hand  of  fate  weighs  heavy  on  my  soul. 


CHORUS. 

Let  the  sparkling  goblet  of  pleasure 

Foam  high  with  the  draught  of  delight ; 
Let  joy  scatter  round  all  her  treasure, 

In  welcome  of  beauty  so  bright. 
It  is  not  in  a  cottage  retiring, 

Such  charms  as  Astasia^s  should  pine ; 
But  a  monarch's  love  inspiring. 

In  splendour  and  glory  shall  shine. 
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RECITATIVE  and  AIR,  ^5fa«ia— (Miss  Hamilton). 

Alas,  alas,  where  am  I  ? 
What  scenes  of  splendour  now  break 
Upon  my  sight  ?  what  dazzling  grandeur — 
A  painful  contrast  to  my  happy  home. 

AIR. 

Where  now  are  flown  the  humble  pleasures, 

Which  alone  could  cheer  my  heart  ? 
Sweet,  never-fading,  soul-thrilling  treasures, 

That  love  alone  can  e^er  impart. 
I  never  sigh'd  for  wealth  or  splendour. 

Peace  there  breathed  round  its  holy  calm  : 
Each  transient  sorrow 

From  hope  could  borrow  a  healing  balm. 
Ah  !  then  to  those  dear  scenes  returning. 

Let  my  heart  know  joy  again  ; 
This  breast  with  gratitude  for  ever  burning, 

Shall  call  down  blessings  on  thy  reign. 


RONDO,  Mnetta— (Miss  Paton). 

Sire,  to  me  this  office  confidins:. 

The  anguish  of  grief  soon  subsiding. 
The  duty  I'll  teach  her  to  you  that  she  owes ; 

A  woman^s  art,  ^tmust  be  confessed, 

In  such  a  case  is  aluays  best ; 
A  woman's  art  to  subdue  the  secret  she  best  knows. 

Ah,  to  me,  sire,  &( . 


RECITATIVE,  Atar— (Mr,  Phillips). 

Thy  object  here,  brave  soldier,  speak. 

Tar.      O,  mig-hty  king,  ^tis  justice  1  humbly  seek. 
Whilst  gentle  peace  her  banner  unfurls, 
War^s  diiest  horrors  an  invader  hurls  ; 
My  peaceful  dwelling  is  destroyed, 
The  lowly  home,  w  here  I  enjoyed 
Sweet  love  and  my  A^-tasia, 
Is  now  a  smoking  heap  of  ruins. 

Alar.    Thanks  to  heaven  !  my  oath^s  absolved 
To  him  who  saved  my  life. 
Soldier,  hear  now  thy  monarch's  will. 


SONG,  JJtar—(Mi\  Phillips). 

These  domes,  w  hose  bright  splendours  delight 

Each  beholder's  admiring  gaze, 
Where  the  East's  brilliant  treasures  unite, 

In  magnificence  gorgeously  blaze, 
Are  thine — Thus  thy  monarch  repairs 
All  thy  losses,  all  thy  cares. 

There  shall  beauties  bright,  bestowing 
Ev'ry -joy  that  love  imparts, 
Prompted  by  their  ever-grateful  hearts. 
Bashful  blushes,  enchantingly  glowing, 
Keep  pleasure's  cup  for  thee  o'erflowing  ; 
A  lot  so  blest  as  thine  shall  envy's  voice  excite, 
Whilst  thou,  in  a  life  of  delight, 

Thy  misfortunes  shall  cease  to  repine. 


RECITATIVE, 

Alta.  Ah,  my  lord,  dost  thou  forget  ? 

Atar.  I  do  but  raise  the  slave,  brave  Altamore, 


To  hurl  him  down  ; 
Without  delay  fulfil  our  pleasure. 
Tar.  Oh ,  great  king! 

The  wrongs  of  fate  could  little  awe  nriy  soul, 
The  wound s  that  wring  my  heart  thy  bounty  cannot 

heal, 
My  secret  foe  has  torn  Astasia  from  me. 
Atar,  Brave  Altamore,  what  female  means  he  ? 
Alta.  Dread  sire,  hy  all  this  transport  it  should  be 

some  favoured  slave. 
Tar.  A  slave  !  a  slave  !  great  king!  O  pardon — 
That  hated  name  revolts  my  inmost  soul ! 


RECITATIVE,  Tarrare. 

Command  a  light-wing\l  bark  be  quickly  manned, 
That  I  may  trace  this  pirate  band. 


AIR,  Tarrare— (Mr.  Sapid). 

As  a  ray  from  heaven^s  arch  beaming 

Spreads  around  its  lovely  light, 
So  Astasia^s  sweet  smile  gleaming, 

Sheds  virtue^s  lustre  pure  and  bright. 
Truth  and  honour  there  uniting, 

Every  breast  with  awe  inspire  ; 
To  glory ^s  path  the  soul  inviting, 

Blaze  like  virtue's  beacon-fire. 
And  must  I  from  such  virtues  sever. 

Lose  my  almost  angel  wife. 
Lose  my  heart's  adored  for  ever } 

Then  farewell,  honour,  farewell,  life  ! 
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SONG,  ^/ar— (Mr.  Phillips). 

Where  now  is  flown  the  warrior's  soul, 

Where  now  is  fled  the  spirit  of  the  brave, 
That  in  the  field  where  war's  dread  thunders  roll, 

SeemM  but  to  seek  the  hero's  honor'd  grave  ? 
Not  death's  worst  terrors  could  arrest  thy  course, 
Or  stay  thy  warlike  arm^s  resistless  force : 
Can  then  the  loss  of  one  weak  woman's  charms, 
Subdue  a  heart  unconquer'd  yet  by  arms  ? 

AIR,  Tarrare— (Mr.  Sapio). 

Dread  sire,  if  e'er  Ihy  humble  slave, 
His  Monarch's  praises  could  deserve, 

Astasia  let  me  fly  to  save, 

My  heart's  best  treasure  to  preserve. 

For  her  I'd  yield  my  latest  breath  ! 

Astasia,  or  death ! 


QUARTET,  .^tar,  Altamore,  Tarrare,  and  Calpigi — 
(Mr.  Phillips,  Mr.  Perkins,  Mr.  Sapio,  Mr.  Thoune). 

Atar.     Brave  Altamore,  before  the  dawn  of  day, 
A  bark,  as  he  demands,  see  thou  prepared, 
That  shall  swiftly  wing  its  way. 
To  hurl  revenge  on  ali  that  have  this  outrage  dared. 
Aside      If  e'er  again  he  tread  this  soil, 
to  Aha,  Thy  traitor  head  shall  answer  it: 
to  Tar,    And  thou,  till  this  object's  achieved, 
From  a  soldier's  strict  duty  relieved, 
Pursue  the  desire  of  thy  heart, 
And  in  search  of  thy  vengeance  depart. 
Tar,         I  swear  this  blade,  now  gleaming, 

Shall  to  its  sheath  no  more  return, 
Till  the  offender's  blood  be  streaming, 
And  widow'd  cries  my  vengeance  mourn. 


Atar.       Dost  lliou  not  mark  the  ardent  beaming 
aside  to  l^hat  in  his  sparkhng  eye-ball  burns; 

Ait.         Blind  fool,  of  vengeance  vainly  dreaming; 
He  never  to  this  shore  returns. 
A/la.        Mighty  King,  his  valiant  seeming  . 

This  arm  to  wailing  soon  shall  turn  ; 
Soon  end  his  vaunting,  boyish  dreaming, 
And  avenge  his  haughty  scorn. 
Caip.        Ah  !  from  this  base  deceitful  seeming 
To  preserve  him  how  I  burn  ! 
And  all  their  arts,  with  mischief  teeming, 
Upon  their  guilty  heads  shall  turn. 

Chorus  of  Priests. 
Blest  light  of  Heaven  !  now  brightly  beaming, 
Shed  thy  warm  radiance  on  each  grateful  heart, 
Virtue  and  purity,  so  mildly  streaming, 
Bid  each  unholy  thought  depart. 

AIR,  Artenio — (Mr.  Atkins). 
Thus  lowly  bending. 
Thy  warm  prayers,  ascending, 
Shall  win  from  kind  Heaven  a  gracious  reply  ; 
Thy  voice,  unoffending, 
To  orisons  lending 
A  charm  which,  swift  wending, 
Shall  wing  its  bright  course  to  regions  on  high. 
Recit.  Art,      Thus  Heaven^s   own   inspiration  shall 

direct  thee  ; 
Ela.     And  name  a  chief,  my  country,  to  protect  thee. 

AljR,  Elamir — (Miss  Go  ward). 
Beneficent  Power, 
Oh,  jjraciously  shovyer 
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On  this  mighty  em|)ire  thy  merry  clivine; 

Its  armies  protecting, 

Their  leaders  directing, 

Our  deliverance  effecting, 
Let  victory^s  radiance  on  Atar  still  shine. 


(Grand  March.) 

RECITATIVE,  Artemo^{Uv.  Atkins). 

Priests  of  the  mighty  Brama, 
Monarch  of  Persia's  realm,  ye  warhke  chiefs, 
And  multitudes  who  own  his  sov'reign  sway, 
The  nation  now  awaits  a  Heaven-appointed  chief. 

CHORUS. 

Let  Heaven  then  its  will  proclaim, 
And  pronounce  its  own  hero's  name ! 

Recit.     Artenio, 

All,  all,  then,  swear  to  obey 

The  chief  named  hy  Brama  this  day. 

CHORUS. 

We  swear,  we  swear,  to  obey  the  chief 
That  Brama  shall  name  ! 

Recit.     Jlrtenio, 

Oh,  power  supreme,  before  whose  throne 

Both  monarch  and  people  bow  ; 
Or,  when  thy  awful  sacred  power  is  shown. 
Most  dreadful,  hurling  mighty  empires  down  : 

Recit,  2nd  Priest-^(Mr.  Bland). 

Or,  that  thy  mercies  divine 
In  cheering  radiance  shine: 
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Oh  !   deign  the  favour'd  chief  to  name, 
Who  on  our  foes  shall  flash  like  a  destroying  fliame. 
Art,  And  thou,  blest  child,  by  heaven  inspired, 
Proclaim,  proclaim  with  joy,  the  hero  so  desired  ! 

Recit.     Elamir, 

People,  who  heaven  implore 
To  grant  a  chief  whose  mighty  arm  shall  scatter  death, 
Has  war  made  heroes  scarce  ? 
Do  your  embattled  hosts  no  longer  boast  Tarrare? 
Cho.  Tairare  !  Tarrare  !  Tarrare  ! 

Shall  lead  us  against  the  foe. 
Shall  strike  the  invader  low, 
Tarrare  !  I^arrare  !  Tarrare  ! 
2d  Priest.  Restrain  the  people's  transports. 
Art.  My  friends,  a  fatal  error  ! 

Ah,  child,  what  spirit  prompts  thee  ? 
jB/a.  The  voice  of  Heaven  alone  inspired 

The  name  my  lips  have  uttered. 
Cho,     ^Tis  the  voice  of  Heaven  inspires 

The  name  of  the  chief  we  adore  ; 
Each  warrior  with  ardour  it  fires. 

Base  fear  shakes  our  bosoms  no  more. 

GRAND   CHORUS, 

Lead  on  !   'tis  the  cause  of  our  dear  native  land 
That  calls  to  the  battle  field  our  patriot  band. 
A  martial  {\ve 
Shall  now  inspire, 
^''achieve  the  glorious  deeds  our  gods  command. 
Soon  shall  our  vanquish'd,  yielding  foe, 
Feeling  ^tis  heaven  that  deals  the  blow, 
Struck  with  dismay,  fly  wide  and  far, 
And  victory  crown  the  brave  Tarrare ! 

END    OF    ACT    I. 
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ACT  II. 


TRIO,  Ninetta,  Cafpigi,  Selima — Miss  Paton, 
Mr.  Thorne,  Miss  Boden. 

To  woman's  power  surrender, 

Resistance  is  in  vain  ; 
^Tis  not  for  man  to  bend  her, 

He  stiil  must  own  her  rei^ii. 


SONG,  Tarrare— (Mr.  Sapio). 

When  Peace  has  spread,  with  lib'ral  liand, 

Her  smilino'  blessings  o'er  the  happy  land, 

^Tis  then  the  Tartar's  heart  may  prove 

The  gentle  joys  that  flow  from  w  Oman's  love. 

But  when  war's  sounding  clarion  calls  him  to  the  field, 

Then  ev'ry  thought  of  love  must  to  his  honor  yield. 

So,  should  insult  ever  madly  dare 

Approach  his  sacred  hearth  while  love  is  there, 

Revenge,  he  cries,  to  arms  he  flies, 

And  the  rash  daring  traitor,  o'ertaken,  dies. 

And  thus  for  her,  by  whose  bright  love  inspired, 
My  arm  with  more  than  mortal  strength  was  fired, 

For  her  alone,  my  soul's  delight, 

I  slew  the  dastard  in  the  fight. 
So  shall  Love,  guiding  vengeance,  still  direct  my  arm. 
And  ev'ry  foe  subdue,  and  ev'ry  threat'ning  harm. 
And  should  insult  ever  madly  dare 
Approach  my  sacred  hearth  while  love  is  there, 
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For  revenge  I  cry, 
Swift  to  arms  I  fly, 

And  the  rash  daring  traitor, 

Overtaken,  shall  die. 

Revenge !  revenge !  levenge  ! 


DUET,  Astasia  and  A  tar — 
(Miss  Hamilton  and  Mr.  Phillips). 

A:ii,      Tyrant,  no  more  these  strains  ; 

Remove  these  gilded  chains. 

Bid  me  no  longer  be  a  slave ; 

Or  in  the  friendly  grave 

1^11  seek  from  thee  a  safe  retreat, 

And  thy  base  arts  defeat. 
Atar.    Let  love  thy  throbbing  bosom  warm. 

These  bursts  of  passion  calm  ; 

^Tis  Persia's  king  that  sues, 

Do  not  his  favour  lose. 
Ast,      A  power  above  regarding, 

Thy  crimes  in  its  justice  rewarding, 

Shall  to  the  world  declare 

That  virtue  is  its  care. 

CHORUS. 

Now  bid  with  joyous  shouts  the  air  resound^, 
Let  pleasure's  fairy  dance  and  sports  abound  : 
Let  tuneful  mirth  sound  high  from  every  voice  ; 
Let  all  this  mighty  realm  rejoice. 

La  !  la  !  &c. 
Bid  each  melodious  bird,   bid  ev'ry  sweet  breath'd 

flower, 
Bid  ev'ry  spicy  gale  its  choicest  odour  shower; 
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Bid  ev'ry  cup  foam  high,  let  wine  its  pleasure  lend: 
Bid  evVy  source  of  social  joy,  bid  ev'ry  theme  of  mirth, 
befriend. 

La!  la!  &c. 


THE  BALLET. 

SONG,  Calpigi— (Mr.  Thorn e). 

Always  a  dashing,  gay  young  fellow. 
But  rather  troublesome  when  mellow, 
Which  often  chanced  my  case  to  be. 

A  hi  povero  Calpigi ! 
[  took  a  wife  to  keep  me  steady  ; 
At  this  I  found  her  always  ready  ; 
But  she  could  drink  as  well  as  me. 

Ahi  povero  Calpigi ! 
But  she  had  likings  beside  her  liquor ; 
At  ogling  not  an  eye  was  quicker 
Than  of  that  false  and  cruel  she. 

Ahi  povero  Calpigi ! 
To  take  her  down  a  few  pegs  lower, 
I  thought  for  once  Pd  try  my  power  ; 
A  lucky  plan  occurred  to  me. 

Bravo,  bravo,  Calpigi ! 
1  found  a  cruel,  whiskered  corsair. 
With  heart  of  flint  and  tail  of  horsehair  : 
I  thought  him  just  the  man  for  me. 

Bravo,  bravo,  Calpigi ! 
So,  without  further  words  or  warning, 
With  this  corsair  I  struck  a  bargain, 
To  take  my  lady  out  to  sea. 

Bravo,  bravo,  Calpigi  ! 
The  tables  quickly  on  me  turning, 
Kidnapping  husbands,  by  me  take  warning, 
The  slave  with  whom  they  set  to  sea 

Was  none  but  luckless  Calpigi ! 
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A  power  with  whom  he  was  at  war 
Our  vessel  took,  ere  we^d  got  far, 
Our  conquVer  was  the  brave  Tarrare. 
Ast.     Tarrare ! 
Cho.   Tarrare! 
Atar,  Tarrare! 


SONG,  Astasia — (Miss  Hamilton). 

Whilst  here  in  anguish 

Sadly  I  heave  a  sigh, 
Hopes  now  that  languish 

Shortly  to  mourn  and  die, 
Still  to  those  scenes  will  cling 

I  mourn  sincerely, 
And  to  my  vision  bring 

Joys  loved  so  dearly. 
MemVy  delights  to  trace 

Pleasures  long  past ; 
There  still  rny  thoughts  I  place. 

Firm  to  the  last. 
Still  through  the  darkest  cloud 

Some  rays  will  brightly  dart, 
From  the  sunk  sun  of  joy. 

Warm  on  the  feeling  heart. 
And  to  the  woe-depressed  comfort  impart. 


TRIO,  Astasia,  Ninetta,  and  Selima — (Miss  Hamilton, 
Miss  Paton,  and  Miss  Bouen). 

Nin.  Hope  now  so  cheerily 

Shines  through  the  gloom, 
Bidding  the  buds  of  joy 
Brightly  to  bloom. 
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Ast,      Sorrow  and  weariness 

Sit  on  my  brow  ; 
Nin.     Sadness  and  dreariness 

Weigh  on  thee  now. 
All.      Heaven  will  ne'er  forsake 

Virtne  that  weeps ; 
Its  watchful  guardian  care, 

No,  never  sleeps. 


SONG,  Ninetta— {Miss  Paton). 

Ah  !  where  the  fairy  vision. 
So  bright  with  joy's  elysian? 
Alas,  a  quick  transition 

Has  snatched  it  all  from  me, 
And  turned  to  sharp  derision, 
What  used  my  pride  to  be. 
Love,  then,  its^dearest  treasure, 
Its  every  sportive  pleasure, 
Without  alloy^or  measure, 

Showered  plenteously  on  me. 
Then  all  my  charms  admiring, 
Soft  love  their  bosoms  firing, 
One  gracious  smile  desiring, 
Their  homage  paid  to  me. 
And  bashfully  retiring, 
Adored  I  used  to  be. 
Now  what  a  different  scene  surrounds  me, 

A  haughty  tyrant's  slave  ; 
What  cold  contempt  now  wounds  me, 

iMan's  frown  I  scarcely  dare  to  brave. 
None  to  my  charms  now  bending, 

Not  joy  or  woe  can  I  impart ; 
To  what  an  abject  task  descending, 
I  stoop  to  bow  another  woman's  heart. 
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DUET,  Tarrare,  Mnetta^(Mr.  Sapio  and  MissPATON). 

Nin,     Thy  courage,  my  friend,  is  quite  charming, 
The  pride  of  my  bosom  disarming. 

Did  Tarrare  love  like  thee, 
Would  he  not,  these  charnis  to  see, 
Like  thee  all  dangers  brave? 
•  My  love  to  thee  I  will  transfer. 
Valour  females  e^er  prefer. 
Valour  can  from  dangers  save. 
Tar,     Thy  love  to  me  thou  wilt  transfer  ! 

Is  it  a  dream  that  round  me  floats? 
What  mean  these  soft  delusive  notes  ? 
Is  it  some  artful  wile, 
My  spirit  to  beguile 
From  her  on  whom  my  soul  still  daats? 
Nin.  It  is  no  artful  wile. 

Thy  spirit  I  would  not  beguile. 

DOUBLE  CHORUS. 

Kal.  and  SoL     March  on  !   march  on  !    the  traitor^s 

near. 
Cai,    What !  soldiers  here ! — Dare  not  persist  ? 
KaL    Who  dares  our  lord's  command  resist? 
Cho,    Lead  on,  lead  on,  the  traitor's  near. 
Cal,  and  Slaves.  Know  ^tis  death  to  enter  here. 
Kal.  and  SoL  The  sultanas  order  bids  us  on ! 
Cal,  and  Slaves,   Venturous  mortals,  quick,  be  gone. 


RECITATIVE,  Tarrare— (Mr.  Sapio). 

The  bold  undaunted  soul  of  him  who  dies  for  virtue 
Soars  from  the  scene  of  death  to  realms  of    bliss 
eternal. 

Far,  far  from  tyrants  ! 
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Air,       What  blissful  visions  open, 
Restoring-  heavenly  calm, 
And  on  the  heart  that's  broken 
Pour  a  holy  balm. 
How  vain  each  threat  of  lingering  torment  to  awe  his 

fearless  soul  : 
For  there's  a  power  sustaining. 
Which  (errors  ne'er  controul, 
Which  banishes  complaining, 
W  hilst  hopes  so  bright  console. 

Honor  prizing, 

Thy  threats  despising. 
Thy  murderous  steel  this  bosom  brave, 

With  glory  swelling, 

Its  earthly  dwelling 
My  soul  with  joy  confiding  leaves : 

Whilst  thou  to  passion  bowing. 

Art  still  a  slave  to  care  ; 

Within  thy  bosorn  glowing, 

Remorse  and  dread  shall  share  ; 

Thy  guerdon  dark  despair ! 


TRIO,   Tarrare,  Astasia,  and  A  tar,  (Mr.  Sapio, 
Miss  Hamilton,  and  Mr.  Phillips). 

Dearest  love,  soon  we  meet 
On  that  delightful  shore 

Where  joy  shall  be  complete, 
Our  ev^ry  woe  be  o'er, 

Where  fate  can  part  no  more. 
Ast»  To  my  throbbmg  heart. 

This  glittering  steel  shall  fly, 

In  death  we  will  not  part, 
Here  only  will  I  die. 
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Tar,     Quick  to  my  throbbing  heart, 
Let  thy  friendly  steel  now  fly, 
In  death  we  will  not  part, 
Here  only  will  I  die. 
Tar.     Rage,  and  fell  despair. 

Haste  !  haste  !  they  both  shall  die. 

Chorus  of  Slaves, 

Great  king  !  great  king  !  defend  us 

From  the  infuriate  foe ; 
Kind  heaven,  assistance  lend  us^ 

And  strike  the  invader  low  : 

The  guards,  enraged,  demand  Tarrare. 

Chorus  oj' Soldiers. 

Tarrare  !  Tarrare  !  Tarrare  ! 
Our  chief  beloved  restore. 

This  tyrant  we  disown  ; 
His  sway  shall  be  no  more. 

His  crimes  have  forfeited  his  throne. 

GRAND  FINALE. 

Spread  triumph  and  joy  afar, 
Long  life  to  our  king  and  Tarrare  ; 
For  their  happiness  Asia  shall  pray. 
We  swear  all  their  laws  to  obey. 
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